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The weapon struck; which., roaring out with

pain,                                                                 415

He drew ; nor longer durst the fight maintain,

But turned his back for feat, and fled amain.
With him fled Oraeus, with like dread possessed;
Thaumas and Medon, wounded in the breast,
And Meraieros, in the late race renowned,           420

Now limping ran, and tardy with his wound.
Pholus and Melaneus from fight withdrew,,
And Abas maimed, who boars  encountering ,

slew;

And augur Astylos, whose art in vain
From fight dissuaded the four-footed train*         4&5
Now beat the hoof with Nessus on the plain ;
But to his fellow cried, * Be safely slow;
Thy death deferred is due to great Alcides*
bow/

" Meantime* strofig Dryas urged his chance so

well,

That Lycidas, Areos, Imbreus fell;                      *$o

All, one by one, and fighting face to face :
Crensus fled, to fall with more disgrace;
For, fearful while he looked behind, he bore,
Betwixt his nose and front, the blow before.
Amid the noise and tumult of the fray,                435

Snoring and drunk with wine, Aphidas lay.
Even then the bowl within his hand he kept,
And on a bear's rough hide securely slept.
Him Phorbas with his flying dart transfixed;
s Take thy next draught with Stygian waters

mixed,                                                              440

And sleep thy fill,' the insulting victor cried;
Surprised with death unfelt, the Centaur died:
The ruddy vomit, as he breathed his soul,
Repassed his throat, and filled his empty bowl

" I saw Petraeus' arms employed around            445

A well-grown oak, to root it from the ground*